CHAPTER X

IN THE GARDEN

O davs afterwards, or more it may
1 be, I wa<^ m the burgomaster's
garden. Tlvj name % as a mockery. While
thr <itge still lasted anything that men
could bnng thfmsthes to eat was too
precious to be 3t-ft, and so all over the
tnm square beds the brown earth lay bare
alike of flowers or leaves. There was food
in the city now, gram that Alva could
not wring from the peasantry poured in
freely for us, and the burghers knew what
a meal meant again. But, away across
the plain, Alkmaar was passing into the
trouble Breuthe had lately known There
were sixteen thousand men before it now,
and there might have been three thousand
less. With that thought in my head, i
was pacing up and down the garden.
Gabnelle came out of the house: she put
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